SUN YAT SEN AND THE CHINESE REPUBLIC

labor of the field. The villagers wagged their
heads wisely and attributed his misfortune to the
"bad joss" of political office.

The return of the broken man made a strong
impression upon the mind of the mother of the
Reformer, and whenever she would grow uneasy
over the Eefonn discussions of her beloved son
she would lament:

"Wen, remember that it is unlucky for any of
the Sun family to hold office. Bear ever in mind
the misfortune that befell your uncle in Ningpo.
All politics is naught. Politics means failure."

When Sun quoted his mother's words to me,
his voice sounded low and subdued. It was such
a good story that I smiled. But I stopped smil-
ing when I saw the seriousness of Sun's face. To
me it had been an amusing tale. To him it had
been a tragedy in the family circle, from which
had grown a test of admonishment that, from his
memory, had been preached to him all his life:

"Remember your uncle in Ningpo. All politics
is naught. Politics means failure."

Yes, indeed, familiar was that text to him.

It was at the close of a long hot day that Sun
casually, yet earnestly, told me this tale, when we
had come out into the cool of the balcony to
enjoy the breeze of the evening and to partake
of refreshment. After Sun had ended the episode
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